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Lycurgue, looking out across the stretch of deep blue
waters that separated him from his goal.
With what joy he saw again the sandy foreshore
of Egypt, the bustling port of Alexandria, and there
away to the left on its promontory the Viceroy's palace
of Ras el-Tin. Eagerly he drank in every sight and
sound. On the landing stage were old friends to-
welcome him, Ruyssenaers and Hafouz Pasha, Minister
of Marine. He was received in semi-state. A court,
carriage was in waiting to drive him to his residence,
one of his Highness's own villas two and a half miles
from the city in verdant surroundings on the banks of
the Mahmoudieh Canal. The rays of immemorial Ra,
the sun-god of Egypt, sent a genial warmth coursing-
through his veins. He wrote home a glowing account
to Mme. Delamalle.
" A whole battalion of servants was drawn up.
on the flight of stone steps, and they saluted me
three times, putting out their right hands to the
ground and then carrying them up to their fore-
heads. They were all Turks and Arabs, with the
exception of a Greek valet and a Marseilles cook
named Ferdinand. . . . An officer of the Viceroy
subsequently came to inform me that his Highness;
would receive me at twelve at the Gabbari Palace.
I thought that from the very fact of my having-
known the Prince when he was in a very different
position that it was all the more incumbent upon me-
to treat him with respectful deference which is always
so acceptable to the human heart. So I fastened on
to my dress coat all my stars and orders. The: